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* * *

><p>"Harry, Ron! It's so good to see you!" Hermione yelled joyfully after opening the door of the compartment. She had been looking for them all over the train. Speaking of which, the ride to Hogwarts started half an hour ago. Soon the three friends would get back to Hogwarts, a place they called their second home. Or in Harry's case his first home.<p>

The trio exchanged hugs and greetings; then, Hermione settled next to Ron, with Harry sitting across from them.

"Do you know who else is coming back this year?" Hermione asked with a small smile. She was reminiscing about the old days, and looking forward to spending some time with her longtime friends.

"Well, Neville, for one, is not coming. He said he wanted to spend more time with his grandmother. He said that he had an internship with Professor Sprout, so we might see him occasionally. He wants to study Herbology," Ron explained; then he started grinning goofily, "And Luna is staying with him, so making a decision couldn't have been that tough for Neville."

Neville and Luna had been dating since after the funerals of those lost in the battle of Hogwarts. Neville was probably the best guy to deal with Luna's strange behavior, and Luna seemed to bring out the best in Neville. They were the perfect couple in Hermione's opinion.

"Seamus and Dean are not coming either. Seamus got a job in the Ministry and Dean wanted to spend some time with his family," Harry supplied helpfully. "Oh, and Ginny's coming obviously," he added with somewhat of a blush. He hadn't got to asking Ginny out again after the final battle, roughly four months ago.

"But Ginny's going to be a regular seventh year student," Hermione said with tiny scowl between her eyebrows, evidence of her confusion.

"A regular seventh year? I thought we were all going to have our last year of Hogwarts and share classes," Ron asked with his mouth full. Hermione was annoyed as always, but didn't let it get to her. She just smiled.

"Oh yes. We will share studying material, but you see, the Death Eaters no longer roam Hogwarts hallways, the Muggleborns who weren't allowed to come to the school have been admitted. Also, parents who didn't feel safe about enrolling their eleven year old children to Hogwarts last year have sent their children, so the first year population will be almost twice as many as the years before. Therefore, the dormitories would be a little crowded if Minerva allowed us to stay there also. She had designed a place for us all to stay in. We're so-called Eighth Years." Hermione finally allowed herself to take a deep breath, but then continued untiringly.

"We will have our own dormitories, and we won't belong to a house. There won't be Gryffindor points for us anymore. We'll get Eighth Year points instead. It will be like we are our own house. I don't necessarily see how that will work out, but Minerva was very adamant about it."

Harry's mouth was agape, and Ron was staring at her dumbly. "How do you know all that?" Harry eventually asked.

Hermione's cheeks turned pink as she answered, "It doesn't hurt to be on good terms with the Headmistress."

"By good terms you mean visiting each other on a daily basis for tea?" Ron asked with barely concealed sarcasm. Hermione just smirked and shook her head.

"Anyway, while I was looking for you I saw Hannah Abbot, and more Slytherins than I wanted to see. Parkinson, Zabini, Daphne Greengrass, and Nott," Hermione added to their list.

"I bet no one would give them a job without their full education, that's why most of them are here," Ron said snidely. Hermione nodded along while Harry's face remained impassive.

"And I can't believe we'll have to share dormitories with them," Hermione complained.

"Malfoy's coming back, you know," Harry said quietly.

"WHAT?" Ron shouted indignantly. "Why the HELL would the ferret be allowed to Hogwarts? I thought he was under house arrest for six months, and banned from using magic for a year," Ron exclaimed.

"I know Ron. We were at the Malfoys' trial. I bloody testified for Narcissa and Drac-" Harry was interrupted before he could explain the situation.

"And we'll never know why you did that," Ron said with a dark scowl on his face.

"His mother saved my life Ron."

"As she bloody well should have! It was the right thing to do."

"She risked her life; the least I could do was save her son from a few years in Azkaban."

"At least Lucius got what he deserved," Ron said tiredly. Lucius Malfoy was sentenced to Azkaban for life. Narcissa got out unscathed because of not bearing the Dark Mark, and Harry's testimony. Draco got six months of house arrest and a year of being banned from Magic. Which brought us to this point:

"So, why is Malfoy allowed to Hogwarts, Harry?" Hermione asked, trying to defuse the situation, and preventing another shouting match between the two friends.

"Well, um, uh... You see, Narcissa wrote to me the other day. She said Draco had gotten his Hogwarts letter, and she really wanted him to go. I, uh, couldn't say no," Harry stammered.

"You used your status as Harry Potter to reduce Draco Malfoy's sentence? I can't believe you," Ron started yet again.

"I told you, Ron. She saved my life."

"And I told YOU, that she-" Hermione interrupted Ron before this could get out of hand.

"Stop it guys. Why don't you play a game of chess, and I'll try to get some reading done before we arrive?" Hermione said, hoping her attempts wouldn't be in vain.

Luckily, the boys shut up, and took out the board and started to play. Hermione searched around her bag and found a Transfiguration text book to read.

OOO

A few hours later, they reached Hogwarts. Hagrid led the students to the castle. The new Deputy Headmaster, Professor Flitwick, took the first years, while others went to the Great Hall. The four house tables were there as always, but in front of them, parallel to the teachers' table was another smaller one. On top of it was a banner. It read, "Eighth Years, please sit here, and refrain from sitting on your house tables."

The banner was black and white, and on top of it was a magnificent Phoenix. Harry, Ron, and Hermione quickly made their way to the table. Ron and Hermione sat next to each other while Harry was on the opposite side. A few minutes later, and the table was full. The sorting ceremony began, and Hermione took in who had come to Hogwarts for his or her Eighth Year.

On the left corner were the Slytherins. Pansy Parkinson sat next to Blaise Zabini, while Theodore Nott sat across from them besides Daphne Greengrass. They were talking quietly between themselves and not glancing any other way.

In the middle of the table were themselves. She, Ron, and Hannah Abbot were on one side, Harry and Ernie Macmillan on the other.

And finally on the right corner Draco Malfoy was sitting completely alone. He kept his head down with a passive expression.

Hermione turned back to her own group of friends.

"Isn't it a bit odd that no Ravenclaws have returned?" Hermione asked.

"Well, Padma is helping Parvati deal with her depression. It seems like the war really got to her after seeing her best friend die. Anthony Goldstein is dating Padma and didn't want to leave her and come back to Hogwarts. I think all the others have got jobs in the Ministry, but I'm not quite sure," Hannah answered.

Hermione's response was a simple, "Oh."

They chatted amicably until the end of the ceremony, in which McGonagall gave a beautiful speech and wished a good year for everyone. Then she asked the Prefects to help the First Years to their dormitories. Hermione almost got up to help, but remembered Minerva had told her that Eighth years were no longer having Prefect or Head Boy/Girl duties. McGonagall then proceeded to show them to their dorms.

They stopped in front of the tapestry of a pretty lady with straight long brown hair, brown eyes, and brown robes. The background was a field of roses of all colors.

"This is Lady Amabel, and your current password is Phoenix Tears. You may change it as you please."

McGonagall pushed the tapestry aside, after she spoke the password. Inside was a common room with cozy armchairs and a fire place. On one wall of the common room five doors were aligned. Each one had two silver plates, showing the owners of each dormitory.

"I can't share a room with HIM, Headmistress!" Ron said. "Why can't I just share a room with Harry?"

"Mr. Weasley. Your behavior is quite juvenile. We chose your roommates with great contemplation, and I'm not going to accept any complaints, and if I find out that you've swapped roommates you will have detention for the rest of the year."

Ron didn't say anything for fear of risking the wrath of McGonagall. And neither did anyone else.

Hermione read the plates.

Daphne Greengrass, Hannah Abbot.

Hermione Granger, Pansy Parkinson.

Ronald Weasley, Draco Malfoy.

Harry Potter, Theodore Nott.

Blaise Zabini, Ernie Macmillan.

It didn't escape Hermione's attention that there was a Slytherin paired with each one of them, but she didn't speak a word.

On the opposite wall were two other doors, which McGonagall explained to be girls and boys bathrooms.

"Also, since you're all of age, there is no curfew for you, and you can leave the castle on weekends if you wish to do so," the Headmistress explained, and this elicited a smile from all of them, except for Malfoy. "And, of course, as all of the other houses, you can have a Quidditch team if you wish to."

McGonagall didn't waste any time to leave after that.

"A Quidditch team with snakes? Not a chance in hell," that was, predictably, Ron.

"When are you going to come off your prejudices against us, Weasley?" Zabini complained.

"Look who's saying that. You were the one who insulted us right and left about being Gryffindors and Blood Traitors." Ron replied.

"Shut up Weasley. I never insulted you. Name one instance in which I said anything less than polite," Zabini said.

"You - what - I... Malfoy insulted us all the time and you were always supporting him and laughing with him," Ron tried as the last shot.

"Malfoy's behavior has nothing to do with us. We just had to do his bidding because his bloody father was one of the most powerful men in the Ministry and we had to be in his good graces," Zabini explained hotly.

All eyes turned to Malfoy. He was standing next to his name plate on the door, his face directed to the ground. He shook his head imperceptibly, and entered his and Ron's room without another word.

There was an awkward silence for a minute.

"Why don't we discuss the Quidditch team?" Harry, always the peace maker, suggested.

"None of us were on the Slytherin Quidditch team, except Draco, and I assume he won't be on the team," Nott said.

"I'll play Keeper, and Harry should obviously be Seeker," Ron decided. He was met with no complaints. "You know how to fly, right?" Zabini and Nott nodded. "Great. You two can be Beaters. Ernie?"

"I'll gladly play Chaser," he replied.

Harry sat on one of the armchairs and the others followed suit.

"We still need two other Chasers," Ron said.

"Well, I know for a fact that I'm not going to play. You have to ask Hannah, Parkinson, or Greengrass," Hermione said with a sheepish grin.

"I'm playing. I wouldn't miss it for my life," Parkinson said.

"Are you sure?" Harry asked with his nose scrunched up.

"Of course I am. The only reason I didn't play before was that my parents didn't want me to," she explained.

"I don't know. I always assumed the more… girly type," Harry replied. Pansy flushed angrily.

"Well, you should know better than to assume things about people," Pansy said with hands crossed across her chest indignantly.

Harry didn't want to start another argument, so he remained silent.

"I'm with Granger on this. I haven't touched a broom after first year and those awful flying lessons," Greengrass said. Everyone turned to Hannah after Daphne's confession. The boys and Pansy were looking at her with hopeful eyes.

"Hannah?" Ron said pleadingly.

She sighed tiredly. "I guess. I should warn you though. I'm not any good," she said with a blush and kept looking at her clasped hands in her lap.

"It doesn't matter, as long as you can fly we're good," Nott said. Hannah's blush only intensified.

"Do we all agree that Harry should be captain?" Ron said daring anyone to say anything. They didn't, but Pansy was glaring at him for a few minutes.

"I'm tired of your Quidditch talks. I'm retreating for the night," Hermione said. She yawned and got up, to be soon followed by Parkinson.

When they were both in their room and the door was shot, Pansy rounded on Hermione.

"Okay Granger, here's the deal. We're by no means friend and what I do is none of your business."

"Same here."

"But since we'll have to share dorms for a year we should make some arrangements."

"How about we call a truce?" Hermione asked with a small smile. She extended her hand, and looked at Pansy. If Parkinson rejected her, chances were that they would never be civil to each other, knowing Hermione's ability to hold a grudge.

Pansy, none the wiser, said, "Why should I?"

Hermione's smile fell, but her hand didn't waver. She didn't say anything in reply to Pansy's rude question. Parkinson eventually gave up. She sighed and extended her hand as well.

"Don't make me regret this, Granger."

They shook hands.

"You won't. And it's Hermione now, Pansy."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Did you like it? This is a new story that I will try to update more frequently than Breaking the Habit. Since I don't have this planned out, suggestions are more than welcome. Please review!**


End file.
